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kill extendi as fully to their own tribe and species' as to 
any other,) it is a matter of exertion. As the warfare is 
one of crushing, and not of biting, weight appears to be 
admitted, as a certain means of victory, and, accordingly, 
the stranger tries the vibration of the web before he ad- 
vances. If he finds the tenant too heavy for him, he 
escapes as fast as he can; but if the weight suit him, he 
advances, and the instant that his full weight comes on 
the web, the owner drops down, still attached to a thread, 
and escapes to a plant, or posts himself at the end of one 
of the main braces, without resting all his weight upon it. 
From this position he tries the weight of his assailant; 
and if he has taken an over-estimate before, he darts along 
with so much impetus, that the invader generally pays for 
his temerity with his 1 fe. If the motive which put him 
to flight is confirmed, or remains doubtful, he retains his 
post, but without bearing his weight on the brace. The 
claws of one foot are, however, ready to cut it adrift, if 
the case require. When the assailant gains the centre, 
lie tries all the radiating threads for the owner ; and 
though that is not so clear, as neither of them is very 
powerful without the assistance of the web, he may some- 
times try if there is a descending thread of escape. If he 
find the place of the Iurker, he makes straight for it; but 
if the other be a good tactician— and he is seldom defi- 
cient — just as the enemy comes to the single thread, that 
thread is cut, and down drop Doth web and invader, often 
with so much velocity, that, with the injury of only a 
small portion of the web, the invader is flung sprawling 
on the ground, and the owner of the meshy tenement 
returns in safety to the remains of it, and repairs the in- 
jury at his leisure." 

It is, however, generally allowed, that the same species 
of spiders seldom or never attack each other, excepting 
in the case of one of them getting old, and being ex- 
hausted of materials to form a new web, when its last one 
has been by some means destroyed. It will then endea- 
vour to obtain the possession of its neighbour's, and fight 
hard for it, which if it does not obtain, it must soon pe- 
rish. G v. 

BaUymena. 



THE IRISH PEASANTRY. 

We have, as our readers are well aware, endeavoured, 
from time to time, to turn the attention of the wealthy 
and affluent landed proprietary of Ireland to the miser- 
able condition in which the peasantry in many districts 
of our country are still allowed to remain, without a sin- 
gle effort being made to improve their state by those who 
have the means, and have the very best right to exert 
their energies and influence towards effecting for them 
some degree of amelioration. We have observed with 
pleasure that the subject is at the present moment attract- 
ing much attention ; and we do trust that something will 
speedily be done to remove this stain from the character 
of the wealthy and the great, who draw large incomes 
from their Irish properties. The following observations 
by an intelligent foreign traveller, Frederick Von Raumer, 
who visited England, Scotland, and Ireland, in the course 
of the last year, bring the subject so vividly to view, that 
we are induced to quote them. 

" On the 20th I went to Killarney, and hastened to 
Ross Castle, in order to. enjoy the prospect of the pic- 
turesque mountains and lakes. I the more willingly re- 
frain from comparisons, because the weather all at once 
became extremely unfavourable, and compelled me to 
give up the plan of seeing the whole. I returned to Dub- 
lin by way of Limerick, through fertile tracts, ledious 
bogs, and barren heaths, the rain pouring down all the 
time. You must be content with this dry enumeration ; 
and if you desire descriptions of scenery, you may read 
over again what I wrote last year about the same time 
from Switzerland. — My mind is filled with one thought — 
I can entertain no other— it is that of the inexpressible 
wretchedness of so many thousands. In England I looked 
in vain for misery, and all the complaints that I heard 



, youi 
houses— not houses, but huts— not huts, tut hovels, 
mostly without windows or apertures ; the same entrance 
—the same narrow space for men and hogs, the latter 
lively, sleek, and well fed, the former covered with rags, 
or rather hung with fragments of fags in a manner which 
it is impossible to conceive. If I except the respectable 
people in the towns, I did not see upon thousands of Irish 
a whole coat, a whole shirt, or any other part of their 
dress— but all in tatters. 

" The ruins of ancient castles were pointed out to me; 
but how could I take any pleasure in them while the de- 
solate ruined huts surrounded me, and testified the dis- 
tress of the present times more loudly than the others did 
the grandeur of the past ? But then the lords were of 
the same race— of the same language ; they were on the 
spot, and the people certainly not so wretched as since 
the confiscations of the English conquerors. Other huts 
werehalf fallen down, but the occupants crept into the 
remaining half, which was not larger than a coffin for the 
wretched family. * * * 

" Thank God I am again in England, though not with 
the same feelings that I left it. Last night, as I quitted 
Dublin in the steam-boat, the dark clouds traversed the 
sky in rapid confusion, and when the sun burst through 
them, the mountains on the right and left threw their long 
shadows towards England. This shadow spreads in my 
fancy over the lately so glowing scene, and the more I 
endeavour to efface it, the more indelible does it appear, 
like the blood-stains to Lady Macbeth. I have read and 
written much on the sufferings of different ages and na- 
tions, and wrote and read with sympathy : but it is a far 
different thing to see them — to see tneni in their gigantic 
form in our highly-extolled times, denied and extenuated 
— nay, acknowledged and justified— by those who, like the 
French, fancy that they are at the head of all human civi- 
lization. No wonder if the native Irish, like the prophet 
of old by the waters of Babylon, sit down and weep, if I, 
a stranger, am compelled to reckon the few days I passed 
among them as the most melancholy." 



BURIAL OF THE MINNISINK, OR NORTH AME- 
RICAN INDIAN CHIEF. 

On sunny slope and beechen swell 
The shadowed light of evening fell ; 
And when the maple's leaf was brown, 
With soft and silent lapse come down, 
The glory that the wood receives 
At sunset in its golden leaves. 

Far upward in the mellow light 
Rose the blue hills — one cloud of white ; 
Around, a far-uplifted cone 
In the warm blush of evening shone — 
An image of the silver lakes, 
By which the Indian soul awakes. 
But soon a funeral hymn was heard, 
Where the soft breath of evening stirred 
The tall, grey forest ; and a band 
Of stern in heart, and btrong in hand, 
Came winding down beside the wave 
To lay the red chief in his grave. 
They sung, that by his native bowers 
He stood in the last moon of flowers, 
And thirty snows had not yet shed 
Their glory on the warrior's head ; 
But as the summer fruit decays 
By early blight, so closed his days. 
A dark cloak of the roebuck's skin 
Covered the warrior, and within 
Its heavy folds the weapons made 
For the hard toils of war were laid ; 
The cuirass, woven of plaited reeds. 
And the broad belt of shells and beads. 
Before, a dark-haired virgin train 
Chanted the death-dirge of the slain; 



